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Organ Prelude— "The Holy Night" (Noel), Buck 

Mr. John W. Force. 



INVOCATION, Rev. James M. Pullman, D.D. 



ANTHEM— "Alleluia," - - Wilson 

Miss Kate Tyrrell, Miss Louise Griswold, 
Mr. Philip Fried, Mr. William F. Brace. 



SCRIPTURE LESSON, 

Rev. J. Kimball Mason, D.D. 



SOLO — "I Will Extol Thee," - - Cos^a 

(From Oratorio of "EH.") 
Miss Tyrrell. 
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DELIVERY OF DEED, Geo. M. Pullman 

RESPONSE, - - F. E. Kittredge 

HYMN — Church Harmonies, No. 800, Goode 

Tune — Italian Hymn. 

1. Praise ye Jehovah's name, 

Praise through His courts proclaim; 

Rise and adore; 
High o'er the heavens above, 
Sound His great acts of love, 
While His rich grace we prove, 

Vast as His power. 

2. Now let the trumpet raise 
Sounds of triumphant praise. 

Wide as His fame; 
There let the harps be found; 
Organs, with solemn sound. 
Roll your deep notes around. 

Filled with His name. 

3. While His high praise you sing, 
Shake every sounding string; 

Sweet the accord! 
He vital breath bestows; 
Let every breath that flows , 
His noblest fame disclose; 

Praise ye the Lord. 



SERMON, - Rev. Royal H. Pullman, D.D. 

DEDICATION ANTHEM— - Pfluger 

"How Beautiful are Thy Dwellings !" 

Miss Tyrrell, Miss Griswold, Mr. Brace. 

DEDICATORY PRAYER, 

Rev. Charles H, Eaton, D.D. 

HYMN — Church Harmonies, No. 789, Bryant 

Tune — Arlington, 

1. O Thou, whose own vast temple stands 

Built over earth and sea, 
Accept the walls that human hands 
Have raised to worship Thee. 

2. Lord, from Thine inmost glory send, 

Within these courts to bide, 
The peace that dwelleth, without end, 
Serenely by Thy side. 

3. May erring minds that worship here 

Be taught the better way. 
And they who mourn, and they who fear, 
Be strengthened as they pray! 

4. May faith grow firm, and love grow warm. 

And pure devotion rise, 
While round these hallowed walls the storm 
Of earth-born passion dies! 
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DEDICATORY SENTENCES, 

Rev. James M. Pullman, D.D. 

nnO the one living and true God, — the 
Father, "who is above all, and through 
all, and in you all" — we dedicate 
this church. 

Response — Amen. 

T^O the service of humanity, in the 
name of the Lord Jesus Christ, we 
dedicate this church. 

Response — Amen. 

npO the Holy Spirit, — the Comforter, — 
and to the blessedness of communion 
and fellowship through Him, we dedicate 
this church. 

Response {in unison) — And may the blessing 
of Father, Son and Holy Spirit rest 
upon and crown our work. Amen. 

DOXOLOGY. 
BENEDICTION, - Rev. Asa Saxe, D.D. 

Organ Postlude — *'Cujus Animam," Rossini 

Mr. John W. Force. 



"j4nd somewhere, yet in the hiUtops 
Of the country that bath no pain, 

They will watch in their beautiful doorway, 
To bid us welcome again." 



II 
DELIVERY OF DEED. 

By Geo. M. Pullman. 

It is with feelings of extreme satisfaction that I now 
deliver to you the evidence of title to this property, trans- 
ferred from me to the Pullman Memorial Universalist Church, 
of Albion, and I will ask the friends assembled to bear with 
me while I say a few words in relation to the inception of 
the thought which prompted me to build this church. Also 
I will mention one or two important incidents connected 
with the progress of the work. 

About four years ago, during a visit of some friends to 
my mother at her summer home on one of the islands of the 
St. Lawrence, the conversation turned upon what was always 
a favorite topic with both my father and mother, — the Uni- 
versalist faith, — and to my father's devotion and experiences 
in the days when Universalism was but little known, and 
when there were comparatively few people to disseminate 
its doctrines. 

During this conversation my mind reverted to certain 
dates and scenes of my childhood, and to a memory of my 
father as he then appeared on Sunday mornings, with the 
family Bible under his arm, wending his way, accompanied 
by my mother and three or four little boys, to the old red 
school-house, where he would meet a few friends and neigh- 
bors to enjoy the worship of the Almighty from the point 
of view of those who believed in His impartial justice and 
mercy, and in the final restoration of all mankind to holi- 
ness and happiness. 

It was while conversing on this subject that I conceived 
the thought of erecting an edifice, the foundations of which 
it seemed to me my father had laid in that early time, to be 
dedicated forever to the furtherance of the religious faith 
which was so near his heart; and I accordingly suggested to 
these friends that if a Universalist society should be formed 
in Albion, to whose use such an edifice could be deeded, and 
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if plans could be formulated and adopted which would 
secure its permanent maintenance and usefulness, without 
further responsibility on my part, I would undertake to build 
and present it. 

The sentiment which inspired the offer met with a very 
hearty and appreciative response from those present, and 
soon after a letter was received, signed by about one hun- 
dred friends of the cause living in Albion and vicinity, 
pledging their united efforts in bringing about the result 
desired. 

A few months later, or about the middle of August, 189 1, 
the Pullman Memorial Universalist Church, of Albion, was 
legally incorporated, and I was notified that it was prepared 
to undertake to do whatever should be found necessary to 
meet my requirements in the way of guaranteeing the per- 
manent maintenance of the building which I proposed to 
erect. 

After due consideration, having in view the desirability 
of testing the faith and earnestness of its members, it was 
arranged that the society should raise a fund of five thou- 
sand dollars, to be placed in trust, the income to be appro- 
priated forever to the proper and complete maintenance of 
the proposed church building and grounds. 

The work of raising this fund was undertaken and car- 
ried on with a self-sacrificing devotion and Christian spirit, 
which resulted not only in producing the amount of money 
required, but in the development of a spirit of harmony 
amdng the members, and a feeling of appreciation of the 
benefits to be derived, that has given me the keenest satis- 
faction, and has convinced me that I have made no mistake 
in committing this memorial to the keeping of your society. 

I hope and firmly believe that the spirit of the prayers 
offered to the throne of Grace from the old red school- 
house, whose influence, through a period of more than fifty 
years, has resulted in the building of this church, will con- 
tinue, and will echo and re-echo within its walls to the last- 
ing benefit of many people. 
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RESPONSE. 

By F. E. Kittredge. 

The pleasant duty is mine, my dear Mr. Pullman, of res- 
ponding to your generous words, and of accepting from your 
hands, in behalf of the Board of Trustees and the Universalist 
Society, here represented, this magnificent and gracious gift. 

The keys which these papers now hand over to us are 
designed to lock and unlock the massive doors of this beau- 
tiful temple, so perfect and complete in every particular; 
but they have also a significance of far deeper import, for 
they symbolize those diviner keys which unlock human 
hearts, and reveal therein the divineness of human nature, 
for "WeVe all our angel side.*' 

In your fitly chosen words, all too brief, you have traced 
the incentive to this grand consummation back to those 
little rills of influence, having their source in the far-away 
days of your boyhood, when father and mother, with 
Bible in hand, wended their way, Sunday after Sunday, to 
the old red school-house, there to worship in spirit and in 
truth that Infinite Father who loves all His children through 
one eternal day, and who cannot fail to give to even His 
weakest and wretchedest child the everlasting chance of 
doing right. 

It is a touching picture which you paint, — a loving father 
and mother, dutiful children, the family Bible, and the old 
red school-house. 

"How far that little candle throws its beam, 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world." 

You will pardon me, I know, if in this connection I make 
a personal allusion and sketch another picture. 

Three years ago last summer, when in response to your 
kind invitation I visited you at your island home in the St. 
Lawrence, happily named "Castle Rest," to confer upon mat- 
ters relating to the building of this splendid edifice, nothing 
so touched my heart during that visit as the filial affection 
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you so unfailingly bestowed upon your dear aged mother, 
whose sands of life were gradually ebbing away, so that the 
immortal shores seemed almost discernible to her dimming 
sight. 

Your evening custom, I noticed, was to bid her a cheery 
"good night," with a loving kiss, as I imagined you were 
wont to do in the long-ago days, when with low sweet lulla- 
bies she soothed your childish griefs, or guided your youth- 
ful feet into safe and happy paths. 

It is all a part of the same light that streams down from 
the "old red school-house.'* It is only a different shading 
of the same picture you have thrown upon the canvas. 

Emerson says, " The great man is always willing to be 
little," and the Wise Teacher said, " He who would be great- 
est among you, let him be your servant." 

All over and through this Memorial building there seems 
to be written in large and luminous, yet invisible, sentences: 
" Honor thy father and thy mother;" " My son, hear the 
instruction of thy father, and forsake not the law of thy 
mother," and kindred proverbs. 

Does any one call this simply sentiment and nothing 
more? What is patriotism or the love of country, but a high 
and lofty sentiment? The love of music and architecture 
and poetry, of family and home, and that highest of all 
human loves, the love of the immortal and invisible, all rest 
upon sentiment. Take this out of the world and you take 
away its beauty, and rob life of its zest and charm, for its 
foundations are laid deep in the very heart of man. 

You have emphasized in your remarks what this people 
have done in the raising of this guarantee fund of five thou- 
sand dollars, toward forever keeping this gemful structure in 
repair, modestly leaving your more important part to speak 
for itself. 

So indeed it ever will and must; yet out of the deep 
gratitude of our hearts we cannot refrain from saying, 
" Though these people have done well, your great gift excels 
them all." 
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And I sincerely believe that among all the good invest- 
ments you have made in life, this will prove to be your very 
best, for it will pay you the largest and most satisfactory 
dividends as the years come and go — not, indeed, in dollars 
and cents, but in the far deeper satisfactions of the soul. 

We shall all aim, at least, to make this prophecy true, so 
that you will often turn your thoughts from the pressing 
cares and manifold duties of your business life, or from the 
world's turmoils and strifes, to this peaceful Mecca of your 
heart — to father's and mother's shrine — and find surcease 
from burdensome care, and soulful strength in weary hours. 

And we thank you, finally, Mr. Pullman, not only for our- 
selves, and in the name of a sunnier and more radiant faith, 
that you have builded of these stones so enduring a monu- 
ment to your parents* loving memory; but we thank you also 
in the name of future generations yet to be summoned into 
being from life's mysterious source, to carry on the work 
and bear aloft the bright banner of our faith in this commun- 
ity, when we who are gathered here to-day shall have passed 
into silent and pathetic dust. 

We accept, then, this great and solemn trust — sacred to 
fatherhood and motherhood — with all its responsibilities and 
conditions, with deeply grateful hearts. 

Long may this temple stand, not only as " a thing of 
beauty and a joy forever," but also as the faithful exponent of 
the religion of Universal Fatherhood, and of a brotherhood 
which lies, not alone beyond the grave, but extends its strong 
arms of help and upliftment to the buffeted and discouraged 
children of humanity in the world which now is. 

And may this pulpit ever proclaim, with no uncertain 
sound, that hopeful gospel so sweetly voiced by Tennyson: 
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That nothing walks with aimless feet; 
That not one life shall be destroyed, 
Or cast as rubbish to the void, 

When God hath made the pile complete." 
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DEDICATION SERMON. 

By Rev. Royal H. Pullman, D.D. 

"What mean these stones ?" — Joshua iv. 21st. 

Twelve stones were taken from the bed of the river 
Jordan and placed on its bank in some form of simple 
design as a Memorial. 

This was done, as we learn from the wonderful story, to 
perpetuate the memory of a great event. At the command 
of the Lord, through Joshua to the people, these stones were 
so placed that when in after time the children should ask 
the fathers, "What mean these stones?" the story of the 
event itself and all related events would be told. From 
living lip to listening ear the story circulated through all the 
generations of Israel. ««-«.' 

From the dawn of history through all the ages we find 
monuments and memorials marking great events, and honor- 
ing distinguished persons. Memorial literature is rich, vo- 
luminous and instructive. 

Standing here in this place — in this beautiful building 
which we are to dedicate this day — the question, "What 
mean these stones ?" is both natural and timely. The 
answer is of a tenderness so tender, of a love so pure and 
strong, of a faith so simple, childlike and holy, of a religion 
so uplifting and divine, and of a father and mother among 
the noblest and best in the world, that these stones become 
vocal, and each a poem of grace and beauty, telling the 
wonderful story of this Memorial. To interpret these 
poems, and to speak of the graces and nobility of character 
which the strength of this building, and its architectural 
symmetry, the grand sweep of its arches and its lines of 
beauty and grace symbolize, is the delightful task put upon 
me. 

Aided by certain well authenticated facts of family his- 
tory, imagination is helped to bring to view a babe in its 
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mother's arms. We do well to pause a moment to look 
upon the picture. 

Though common as the day, it is always interesting. 
The shepherds ran even unto Bethlehem to see Mary and 
the young child lying in a manger, and wise men from the 
east came and worshiped. We look upon a scene in out- 
ward semblance at least as wonderful. 

However humble the dwelling, the mother's love trans- 
forms it into a place more beautiful and precious to the 
child's memory in after years than any palace on earth. At 
every birth the word may go forth with joy, a prince, or a 
princess, is born this day. 

This title is the birthright of every child of God. The 
possibilities of every life are divine, and the poets may 
prophesy great things. This little boy upon whom we are 
looking is the child of many prayers. His mother is a most 
devout and earnest christian of the Baptist church. Her 
one prayer, oft repeated, is, " O God, help me to bring up 
this child that his life may be to thy praise and to thy 
glory." 

We believe that no earnest soul-felt prayer was ever lost^ 
or that it is without avail. The prayer of this mother was 
answered, and her hopes, fond as they were, had fruition in 
an overflowing measure. We shall see. 

At a date a few years later we ask you to look upon 
another picture as beautiful and as interesting as the first — 
a mother with a little girl baby in her arms. This mother is 
also a devout christian in communion with the Presbyterian 
church. She, too, prays the mother's prayer in a voice of 
great pleading, "O God, help me to bring this child up to 
praise thee in her life, and to honor and to glorify thee." 
This prayer was answered, and beyond the mother's fondest 
dreams life was honored and blessed. We shall see. 

Seventeen years later the merry marriage bells rang out 
in sweetest tones, and in the village of Auburn, N. Y., on 
September 4th, 1825, these children — the one, James Lewis 
Pullman, now in the full vigor and strength of young 
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manhood, and the other, Emily Caroline Minton, now in the 
blossom and beauty of maidenhood — were united in mar- 
riage. 

The test of years pronounces this union to have been 
perfect. It was a most happy combination of strength and 
beauty, of feminine and manly graces, of prose and poetry, 
the worldly practical and the artistic sentiments ; all the 
elements of character and rare qualities of nature were well 
balanced and supplemental. 

It was about this period that the young husband was 
influenced to attend a so-called revival of religion. Here 
he listened for the first time with thoughtful seriousness to 
theological doctrines common in those days. He was hor- 
rified by these awful descriptions of the wrath of God. 
Every night men, women and children shrieked in terror 
and cried out in wild and piteous pleadings to be saved from 
the burning fires of hell. This was the approved way in 
those days of making christians. 

But this young husband protested with his whole soul 
against these horrors and turned away in disgust. Some- 
thing within him, as we often heard him say, whispered of a 
better God, a fairer justice, a sweeter mercy, a stronger love 
and a brighter hope. 

He emphasized his protest by leaving the revival and 
remaining away from the church. He was soon pointed out 
as a Universalist and boycotted by the saints. There were 
many others who sympathized with his protest and the boy- 
cott failed. Of this kind of Universalism he said, a few 
years later, it was mere negation and utterly fruitless, save 
as a protest. 

Yet a protest is something, and is not, by any means, 
barren of influence among the forces of human progress. 
It is as the woodman's axe clearing the way for the plough. 
We may say of the American Universalist church that it 
began in orthodox churches as a protest against the horrors 
of Calvinistic theology. 

This was the young husband's protestant attitude for 
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several years. We shall see later on how the positive forces 
of Christianity revolutionized his life. But we must not lose 
sight of the facts that his strong and manly protest against 
error exerted a powerful influence on himself as well as 
upon others, and was as a " John the Baptist, preparing the 
way of the Lord." 

A few happy years were spent by the young married 
couple in the village of Auburn, when it was decided to 
remove to Portland, in the western part of New York. 

The reasons for this removal were, no doubt, to give 
healthful exercise and profitable employment to a growing 
family of somewhat vigorous and lively boys. 

The plan worked well, and the old farm and all about 
it, and all about the simple neighborhood life, have had 
much to do in bringing about the glory of this day. 

The father and mother wrought on with patient courage 
in the new home. The material fruits of the strong man's 
efforts were sufficient for the needs of daily life, and the 
genius of the woman made the home beautiful. 

Wheat, corn and potatoes, with roses, geraniums and 
daffodils, were considered of equal value in the home life. 
Strength and beauty were elements in the object lessons 
ever before the children exerting such influences as refine 
the character and elevate the ideals of life. Honesty was 
enforced by the father's example, and how to be honest 
graciously was equally enforced by the mother's sweet way 
of speech and manner. Truth-telling was so exalted among 
the virtues that a falsehood came to be considered one of 
the most hateful things in the world. The Sabbath was 
respected, and its sweet hours of rest were opportunities 
for parental instruction always improved. 

Years of life under such moral and refining influences 
rapidly sped away. Numbers were added to the domestic 
circles. The older boys were beginning to feel the ambitious 
enthusiasm of youth. Lines of care were traced upon the 
paternal brow. "What shall we do for the children?" was a 
question stirring anxious thoughts in the hearts of both 
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father and mother. The sense of responsibility was greatly 
deepened, and with this came the prayer, unvoiced perhaps, 
but real in desire for help, for the guidance of some power 
not their own, some wisdom above themselves. 

Sorrow had also been felt; two little babes had been laid 
away in the church-yard, and questions of the " Great 
Beyond " had come. Thus were the conditions developed 
for the reception of the most gracious religious influences, 
which soon came with quickening power. 

Rev. Timothy C. Eaton,aUniversalist evangelist, extended 
his missionary field into Chautauqua county, where he estab- 
lished a circuit which included the neighborhood of the 
family — now known as the village of Brocton. Here he 
established regular monthly meetings. Soon the entire 
community was aroused. Not a few from other churches 
became regular attendants. The negative Universalists, or 
those whose only right to the name was their disbelief of 
the popular theological dogma of hell, were drawn by the 
spiritual power and heart-eloquence of this consecrated 
evangelist to the support of the movement. " God is love," 
wrote St. John; " God is love," cried this modern preacher in 
the wilderness wild as that in ancient Judea. Love is the 
essence of God — supreme in the heart of Justice as in the 
heart of Mercy — the soul of Truth and power of righteous- 
ness. " God so loved the world that he gave his only begot- 
ten Son," and the Son of God on earth became the " Light 
of the world," that men should not walk in darkness. " He 
solves the problem of life," said the preacher, "by the spirit 
of his own. Lived as he lived, life becomes worth living; 
it is an everlasting joy, a peace that passeth all under- 
standing, a divine glory; it is religion in all its fullness and 
beauty." 

From the divine lips of Jesus came the " Lord's prayer " 
into the world. This prayer reveals the fact that ** God is 
our father." Eternal hope and an all-sustaining faith are 
born of the ineffable glory of this truth. "Hope for all, 
and faith in universal salvation." 
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These quotations indicate the general character of Mr. 
Eaton's preaching. 

Our father with many others was deeply touched; his 
soul thrilled as the Holy Spirit descended upon the little 
company ; he was converted, as he often declared, in this 
Pentecostal season, to the truth that a religion is life in all 
its fullness — eternal, as expressing quality, and endless by 
the force of that quality. 

The First Universalist Church, of Portland, was organized 
and entered upon its christian work. Upon a beautiful Sun- 
day afternoon, never to be forgotten, a large number received 
baptism by immersion. A conference meeting was organ- 
ized, and religious services were held every Sunday when 
there was no preaching. 

By common consent our father was made the Leader of 
the meetings. His whole soul was aflame with zeal, and the 
power of the Spirit rested upon him, and great grace was 
upon all the people. A Sunday-school was soon organized 
and the religious education of the children began. Among 
the pleasantest recollections of these days are the Sun- 
day mornings, when the father, with his Bible in his hand, 
led his boys to the Sunday-school. 

Some of the more bigoted neighbors were not slow to 
say he was leading his children to perdition. We remem- 
ber one who asked in a sarcastic tone, " Is that your Uni- 
versalist Bible? " " Yes," came the answer, " this is the King 
James version, full of Universalism as God is full of love." 

Profoundly impressed with a sense of duty, and believing 
that duty was privilege, he established the family altar for 
prayer. This was the unsealing of a divine fountain of influ- 
ence which began to flow, and which, augmented by many 
lesser streams of incidental relation, flowed on, broadening 
and deepening in the family life. The father himself had 
no clear conception, and could have made no intelligent 
estimate of results, even had he paused to consider. He 
was led by a power not his own to establish this and to kneel 
before it. The halting words and the tremulous tones of 
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that first prayer are all forgotten, but the spirit of that 
prayer has been a good angel of the family from that day 
to this. Startling the wondering children kneeling around 
the fireside came the father's cry for God's help — "Thou art 
the Father divine, full of an infinite compassion, tender and 
gracious! Help thy servant to be a father to these children, 
worthy of the great trust thou hast committed to his care." 
In that hour filial love was deepened, and every child's heart 
was knit to the father's in the bonds of respect most rever- 
ential and holy. The mother's sweet " amen," baptized in 
her tears of joy, touched the responsive nerve and drew us 
to her arms in a loving embrace. The good night kiss 
sanctified the service, and was, of all, the sweetest and 
holiest ever given and received. We knew not then what 
had been done, but we know now. God does not measure 
his answer to prayer, but gives it overflowing grace. The 
evening services continued year after year, and are among 
the most treasured memories of the home life. No legacy 
of houses, nor lands, nor gold, though reaching into millions, 
could have enriched his children as the influence of the 
father's example enriches, and continues to enrich them. 
Gold is dross compared with such treasure. 

An incident which occurred about this time well illus- 
trates the strength of the father's character and the spirit 
of his religious devotion. On the return of the mother's 
only sister with her husband and family from a long absence, 
there was great joy in the large circle of relatives gathered 
together to receive and welcome the beloved uncle and aunt. 
It was a beautiful afternoon in the springtime. The par- 
lor windows were thrown open, and branches of thrifty lilac 
bushes growing close by were drawn into the room, adding 
the fragrance of their rich blossoms to the exceeding beauty 
of the time. In the midst of all this gay scene, while the 
stories of travel were being told, and when the wit was 
keenest and the laugh was loudest, the father came in with 
the family Bible open in his hand. Instantly silence fell upon 
the company. The father's face was lighted up with joy, and 
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he said: "Dearly beloved, our happiness is great; ought we 
not to give, in addition to these lighter expressions of joy, 
thanks to God for his great mercy in bringing us together 
once more in health and strength ? I will read one of these 
beautiful Psalms and return thanks." The Psalm was read, 
and the good man on bended knee poured out his joy in 
prayer. 

Years passed away and I sat by the death- bed of the 
uncle whose return had been welcomed, and he said: " Royal, 
your father was one of the noblest of men. When he began 
his religious life I thought his zeal would burn out in a short 
time." " Do you remember," he continued in a low whisper, 
" when your aunt and I came home from Rochester, after a 
long absence, and how tenderly your father read that Psalm, 
and how fervently he prayed? Some of us made quiet fun 
of him; I think he suspected us, but it did not stir him in 
the least; he never faltered nor swerved in his purpose. I 
want now to say this to you: Your father was right and we 
were wrong — God bless him! Were I to live my life over 
again, no higher calling could I seek than that of a Univer- 
salist minister, and to that I would consecrate myself." 

The time came at last when the Chautauqua home was 
broken up for the larger advantages of a residence in this 
beautiful village of Albion. But though the outward circum- 
stances changed to fairer prosperity, the character of life 
continued, growing richer by new experiences, and nobler 
by the trials which a zealous holding to an unpopular theol- 
ogy must always involve. 

These trials were heroically endured. When human sym- 
pathy was sought and denied* a richer communion with God 
was the balm that healed. Religious services were occasion- 
ally held in the Court House, and at other times the Sunday 
afternoons were happily spent in a home service of song, 
and the reading of selected sermons by different members 
of the family. These occasions were exceedingly beautiful 
and gave inspiration to greater effort. The paternal hearts 
were cheered by the deep interest the children — some now 
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having reached maturity— continued to manifest in the 
religion that had sanctified the home and blessed it beyond 
measure. But the time was short. The years had wings. 

The day came, alas, how quickly! how unexpectedly! 
when he, the father, the strong man whose bodily vigor and 
iron will had maintained unbroken health for half a century, 
yielded to disease that baffled all medical skill, and passed 
away, as the good man dieth, in peace born of perfect trust- 

His testimony to the all-sustaining power of his faith was 
rich and full. "There is no darkness — all is light, clear, 
beautiful," he exclaimed, in the rapture of his soul. ** The 
divine Father will win the love of all his children." To 
those of the family at his bedside he whispered in gentle 
affection, "I am not going far away; I will always be near, 
and be in waiting for you." He seemed to grasp the 
thought of our blessed Lord when he said to his weeping 
disciples, " I go away, but I will come again." 

Will come again! Is it not true of every noble life, is it 
not among the prerogatives of the soul to " come again," in 
the sense, at least, of memories quickened and sanctified by 
death? 

The good life is seen in a new light, richer, fairer and 
more beautiful as it presents itself after the "going away." 
So this father came again as we perceived in a new light the 
genuine qualities of his character; so he has been with his 
family through all the years, in steadily accumulating power; 
and so he is here to-day, grand and strong, in a potency of 
influence which no man can measure. 

Death did not destroy, but made the conditions for his 
glorification; the disappearance of the body made room for 
a more real presence; the earlier mode of communion was 
interrupted that a more exalted companionship could be 
established; and that which at the first seemed a calamity 
was God's way to the highest good. 

For nearly forty years the widowed mother — a widow 
only in name — walked in sweet companionship with her hus- 
band, whose life, sanctified by death, was ever a real presence. 
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He counseled her when the way was doubtful; he gave her 
strength when she was ready to faint; he gave her hope 
when she was in despair; he gave her faith when her step 
faltered; he gave her love and sympathy and tender approval, 
which he always gave her when they two wrought side by 
side in the days gone by. 

Thus companioned, thus helped and directed, she dis- 
charged the responsibilities resting upon her with wonderful 
tact and with wonderful success. The younger children 
reached maturity under her fostering care. The difficulties 
of her position developed great strength of character, and 
all the rare qualities of her richly endowed nature. She 
inspired and held the love of her children with a grace all 
her own. Veneration only paused where worship begins. 

With her work well done she came into the evening of 
her life, surrounded with every comfort in a refined and 
beautiful home — a gift of the reverent affection she had 
won. And when at last her good health failed, love reared 
and gave to her Castle Rest, on one of the islands of the 
river St. Lawrence, dear to her heart for its associations of 
more than three decades with family reunions. Here she 
spent several happy summers. The delight of ownership, 
enabling her to send forth invitations to the children to 
come home for a little rest from the world's care and toil, 
and the assurance that in her name, after she had passed 
away, invitations should go forth year by year, gave her 
strength to endure the pain and discomfort of her invalid 
condition. 

But at most, again we say, the " time is short." Love 
could keep her no longer ; its voice was divided, and from 
" over the river" it called, and she passed from the embrace 
that would hold her here to the hearts that yearned for her 
" over there." 

But by some wonderful law, and in the same sense in 
which the father " came again," she is here. Her touch is 
sweeter, gentler and holier now, and more potent. Her life, 
sanctified by death, rises before us in a grace of beauty that 
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casts the charm and spell of a heavenly vision upon our 
hearts. We know her now as we never could have known 
her — a mother whose love was the altar upon which she gave 
herself for her children, and for the world through them. 

These two lives, the father's and the mother's, glorified 
and united in union complete, touched the springs of action 
by a dream, a vision, and behold the materialization in the 
splendors of this Memorial ! What mean these stones ? 

They mean the conversion of the father to the truth as 
it is in Jesus, and a faithful devotion to that truth ; they 
mean the coming of the mother, drawn by the power of the 
beautiful in religion into sweet accord with her husband's 
convictions and faith. He made the argument; she sang the 
song. He examined the foundations of hope and reached 
the logical conclusion of Universal Salvation ; she stood 
entranced before the vision of glory. He studied the Script- 
ures and was ever ready to give reasons for his faith ; with 
a poet's instinct she read between the lines and found the 
unspeakable. He grasped the principles of the divine gov- 
ernment by which and through which every soul shall reach 
its high destiny ; like St. John lying upon the bosom of the 
Master, she heard the heart beats of the infinite love telling 
the story of heaven. What mean these stones ? 

They mean a home sanctified by religion ; they mean the 
family altar, intelligently and joyfully served ; they mean 
humble lives of honesty, of truth, of fidelity, of love and 
faith lifted up and exalted by death into a majestic force 
that, accomplishing this work here to-day, will sweep on 
and on while these walls shall stand ; and after these lines 
of beauty shall fade away, and these stones crumble to dust, 
and the memory of this day be forgotten, and the honored 
names here memorialized lost to history, this force of influ- 
ence, like an angel of grace, will bless the world, and the 
wondering world will know not whence came the blessing. 

Surrounded as we are here, Love cries out, "O, if they — 
the father and the mother — could have seen this day ! " If 
they could have known that two of the little boys, kneeling 
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there on that eventful evening when the father offered his 
first prayer, would have become ministers of the gospel in 
the church they loved, and that all the sons and daughters 
would grow up in the same beautiful and holy faith and 
become communicants in the same church, their cup of hap- 
piness would have been an overflowing measure. 

And could they have known that another one of these 
little boys kneeling there at that family altar, would grow 
up and in the great struggle of business life would accomplish 
what he has accomplished, and would make his name hon- 
orable among honorable men, dedicating both himself and 
his fortune, as all truly great men dedicate themselves, to 
the true service of humanity ; and could they have known 
that the influence of their humble lives would touch his 
own, deepening filial love as the years multiplied, and deep- 
ening his reverence for christian fatherhood and mother- 
hood into a fervor so strong that the building of this 
Memorial church seems to him, with all its grace and beauty, 
but a poor expression of the feelings of his heart; could 
they have known this, and all the wealth of this beautiful 
harvest of the seed they had sown, they would have rejoiced 
indeed with a joy unspeakable. 

But they were not to know. Among all the things 
most wise and loving in God's wonderful ways, is the impos- 
sibility of seeing the coming events of life. It is for us to 
do our best and trust results to God. " Paul may plant, 
Apollus may water, God giveth the increase." The good 
we do should be done because it is right. Faith is ours ; 
and in the visions of faith we are not to search for details 
or particulars. Enough for us to see is that righteousness 
is life. What awaits, God provides, and he is our Father. 
We can ask for no future or heaven which the fullness 
thereof shall not shame our highest thought. When the 
curtains shall be lifted, the glory revealed will transcend all 
our sweetest, dearest, holiest dreaming. 

Our blessed Lord asks this question in a tone that sug- 
gests the only possible answer, " Which is greater, the gift, 
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or the altar that sanctifies the gift?" The answer is instruct- 
ive and puts the gift and the altar in right relation. 

This building is a gift placed upon the altar of religion, 
and the altar sanctifies it. In other words, the purpose of 
this memorial, and the uses to which this building is to be 
appropriated, approved of God, give to the gift a value 
beyond all material estimates. 

With this approval, every stone in foundation and wall 
becomes precious, every line of beauty receives a quality the 
architect could not have designed, the sweeping arches take 
on a new magnificence, the frescoing a richer suggestion, and 
through the windows comes a light from heaven which gives 
a tone of sacred beauty to the very atmosphere of the holy 
place. 

This Memorial church shall stand for the worship and 
service of the one living and true God, the " Father of all, 
who is above all, and through all, and in you all." 

It shall stand for a living faith in the Lord Jesus Christ — 
" Son of Man " and " Son of God " — whose birth was 
announced as " a great joy which shall be unto all people," 
and whose mission is to so reveal God, that seeing him all 
men shall love him; and to so reveal man, that seeing him 
every man shall love his brother; and to so make salvation 
known, that every man shall know that it is character the 
highest and best, eternal because of its quality, immortal 
because of its beauty. 

It shall stand for the Holy Spirit as a true baptism ever 
awaiting the conditions of righteousness and purity of the 
life of men. 

The pulpit here shall stand for the highest liberty of 
thought and action, and without limitations, save the infinite 
persuasions of love and truth, conscience and duty. 

Here shall be proclaimed the gospel of Eternal Hope, 
and here shall the foundations of faith in a glorious destiny 
for the human race be made known. 

Here shall the sorrowing come, not in vain, for help and 
consolation; and here shall the mourner be comforted. 
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Here shall the young come to be taught the beautiful 
lessons of the Gospel, and the aged find rest in visions of 
glory. 

Standing here, the minister shall have in view the latest 
and best thought of Jesus the Christ, as art, taking up this 
thought, has given to the sacred figure on this memorial win- 
dow a pose that is worth a thousand volumes of commentary 
on his character. The grandeur of strength, of knowledge, 
of spiritual force and moral power is there. It is the Uni- 
versalist conception. 

Art for ages has been under the domination of theologi- 
cal absurdities, and has given in its work effeminacy and 
weakness to the sacred figure; but now it rises at the touch 
of liberal ideas and gives the conception of Jesus as a Mas- 
ter on all questions of human life, as competent to lead men 
in the 19th century, as when he led the multitudes in the 
first. Political economists, philosophers in social econom- 
ics, writers on industrial situations, all may bow before him 
whose knowledge is divine, and whose mission is, " Peace on 
earth, good-will toward men." 

Permeating that figure, and giving to strength and knowl- 
edge and power all their glory, is the essence of the divine 
nature, love itself — love, not a sentiment merely, nor an 
emotion, but a principle — love, whose nature, justice, truth 
and mercy represent. 

This Memorial church, dedicated to the worship and ser- 
vice of God, and to a faithful following of the Lord Jesus 
Christ, will take up from this time and carry forward from 
generation to generation, in a wider and grander way, the 
spirit of the faithful christian lives of those whose name it 
honors. 

They in their lifetime could not see this day, but is that 
knowledge denied them now? 

Is heaven so far away they have not heard, or is that life 
so wonderful that such an occasion as this has no interest 
for them? Do not believe it! Love whispers a sweeter 
story. 
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Thinking of them, our eyes grow dim with feelings we 
cannot repress, and the things of earth fade away, and this 
holy place is lost in shadows. The soul, as if taking advan- 
tage of the weakness of flesh, asserts itself; it rises, it thrills 
and pulses in ecstasy divine, and with clear sight it beholds, 
as if issuing from the open portals of heaven, a cloud of 
glory. It descends slowly, coming nearer and nearer; it rests 
upon this church; it enters into the sanctuary; it envelops 
the altar; shadowy forms appear; and now in clear outline 
come the faces of father and mother, radiant with such joys 
as are born only in heaven. Brothers beloved, and a sister of 
queenly grace, are standing in the family group. Oh, the 
delight, the rapture of the scene! Other forms familiar to 
memory are there, all in tender sympathy; and a greater 
number, less distinct, of angel friends, who had heard in 
heaven the story, are there to rejoice. But even now as we 
speak the cloud begins to ascend, and the soul hears the 
music of voices; they sing as they rise, and clear comes the 
chant: 

" Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, 

And to the Holy Ghost; 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be. 

World without end. Amen, Amen." 

It is a vision; no more. It has gone. But, by and by, we 
shall hear from their own lips how they came, and how they 
rejoiced in the service of this day. 
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